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How THE DEMON RU

F a Gun Fighter Had Not Bought a Flask of Whiskey
and a Bit of Its Cork Had Not Clogged His Rewolver

Y

the Famous Marshal Would Have Died in a Duel

T would be difficult to pick out the most

adventurous happening in the life of Mar-

shal Abernathy, whose whole life has been one
serie” of advemtures.

The character of these can be imagined when
it is said that since his appointment to office
he has made more than one thousand arrests,
thirty per cent of which were for murder, and
the majority of the prisoners were of the gen-
eral character of the desperate criminals mld
bad men of the West.

Born in Central Texas and brought up by his
pioneer ranchman father on a ranch in Western
Texas, he has lived the full life of the frontier
that merged at last into the rough and tumble
clyilization that foow prevails in the Territo-
ries.. |

This story was drawn from him with dif-
ficulty, and that it should be chosen from any
of the many others which are well known tales
of Oklahoma is due to the fact that it deals with
his narrowest escape from death.
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GOOD many folks don’t approve of rum
Lots of folks who know what they're talking
about and all of those who don't will tell you
that the little red dewon lurking in the bottle
works nothing but evil for mankind.

But when Jack Abernathy hears any one light into
rum and call it out of its name and trot out all the
bad results the lecturer can think of due to‘it Le
smiles unto himself a comfortuble smile. Ie knows
better.

Now, Jack Abernathy himself {s no devotee of the
flowlng bowl. He couldn’t afford it. He would find
it too expensive. A man who has to be ready at
any minute to handle yeggs and bookers and killers,
with “members of various kindred professlons that
make life interesting In Oklahoma, who have no
cause to love him, isn't apt to be convivial. The
practice would be likely to make blin just the frac-
tion of a second slow on the {rigger. And the reason
Jack Abernathy is still pretty much allve is the fact
that be always is up to his best speed and always
has been.

Still, it should be recorded that Jack Abernathy
has nothing to say against rum. As United States
Marshal of Oklahoma he Is not wlled upon to lead
temperance meetings, so he deesn't. He wouldn't,
anyway. He remembers, does Jack, that once upon
a time he looked pointblank Into the eyve of death
when all his courage and gun cleverness could not
save him and when nothing but a fantastic accident
traceable to the aforesald red demon, saved him
from But this i= the story.

On the eve of New Year’s Day, 1010, two men were
leaning agalnst the side of a shack In an unfrequented
back street of Oklahoma City. They lounged there
peaceably enough, hands in pockets, apparently met
to excbange remarks about the weather and enjoy an
evening smoke. They were ruggedly bullt and
dressed in rough, travel worn garments, As smudged
against the darkness by the uncertaln rays of a dis-
tant lamp, thelr faces were strong and lean and
heavy jawed, with quick, predaceous eyes. Their
attitude, for all #t5 ease, suggested watchfulness and
something subtly furtive and alert. Cattle or rallroad
men they might have been, unmistakably of active
life and the open spaces of the West.

“What's gone with Quigg?’ asked one who wore a
greasy red necktle with some affectation of style
about the flared collar of his blue flannel shirt,

“Huh; still plastered from last night, like's not,”
returned the other In & tone of deep disgust.

“Dldn’t you tell that ront he'd got to stay sober?”

“Sure I told him, plenty. I gave him leave to stay
soused for the next vear if he'd keep off the stuff
to-day.”

“He aln't safe, what?"

“D'y’ mean talk?”

“Yes,"

“Nothing in it. Why you could feed it to him
through a hose and every time he took a breath he'd
never say a word ’'cept ask for more. Talk? No
It never hits him in his talk works, He's pretty
m;hty"when he's dry and nervous, but not when he's
wet."”

“I don't like it, you hear me?” retnrned the wearer
of the necktie. “I don't like golng on the job with a
barrel.”

Quigg, the Gun Fighter.

His companion shrugged broad shoulders. “Aip't
no one can handle soup like him. I've worked with
men who thought they knew something about it. Why,
they couldn’t load a brass cannon 'longside of Quigg
He does it like cracking a peanut. And, say, he can
shoot. You know it.”

“Well, he don't go it he aln't sober.”

The other looked down the street toward the lamp.
“Here he comes now."

A figure detached Itself from the night and sldled
up to the two. The newcomer was a llittle man, mnf-
fled in an absurd overcoat many sizes too large for
bim. He held his head forward on a thin neck at an
inquiring angle that gave him the appearance of a
turkey poult after a worm. He wore a cap pulled
tight over his eyes.

“That you, Carpenter?’ he asked.
with you?'

“Yes, and shut up, and it's Dielback,” growled the
oue who held such a high opinlon of the little man's
soup abllities.

“Been bhittin' the booze?" asked Diclback, sus
plelously,

“Naw, L alo't,” snapped Quigg. “What's it to you?"'

“If you have you don't go, that's what' ™

“Say, none of your'——

“Aw, dry up,” Interposed Carpenter, quickly., *“He's
1l right, Dielback. He ain't scrappy only when's he's
sober.”

“Aln't had a drink all day,” said Quigg, Agrvously.
“Not a one.”

“And thit's a sufe bet. You're Jumpy enough,” re-
turned Carpenter. “DId you bring your outfit?"

“Did I bring my head?’ rasped Quigg.

“Then we'd better hike for Harrow.” sald Diel-
back.

The three started off down the street toward the
rallroad yards. Two blocks further along they came
abreast of a window whercon a dingy yellow jot of
light etched out the words “Larry's Caf6.” Qulgg's
steps slickened,

“I'm golng in Lere a minute,” he sald

“You'll do nothin’ of the kind!” was the prompt

, “esponse of Dlelback as he caught the Nttle
roughly h’r the arm

“Who you got

man

v

Quigg stood still and peered up ar him 1o the re
llected flare,

“Say, son,” he began, with a tone of patronage that
would have been ludlerous had it not held & certaln
grim quality of conviction, “my last legal k€eper was
planted down In Texas two years ago, and I ain’t
been able to stand the thought of another since.”

Dielback dropped his hand quickly. “All right; ze
as far as you like,” he sald; “but the whole thing's
off, you hear me?” \

“Look here, Quigg, you ain't going to queer the
game, arg you?” Interposed Carpenter. “We'll never
get a soft thing Uke this agaln.”

“I'll have no pal loaded on a job,” Insisted Diel-
back.

Quigg enarled at them. “Who's going to got
loaded? I ain’t had a drink all day and I'm cold.”

“If you go In you'll stay till your skin's full,” said
Dielback.

“T'hell with you!" snapped Quigg, with emphasis,
thrusting his face at Dielback, The other making
no reply, he turned his back upon him and spoke
to Carpenter. “Now I'm going in and get o 1ttle
flask to take along. I'll be out In t4ve shakes If
you two jaspers want to walt, well, you can.”

Quigg trotted away and passed through the swing-
Ing door, grumbling a8 he went. The place was
empty save for the fat, putty fuced barkeeper who
nodded famillarly at Quigg and put down his news
paper

The Wormeaten Cork.

“Glmme a flask, Tke," said the customer. flipping a
quarter on the bar. The attendant looked at the coln
dublously, as he reached for un empty flask. While
be filled It he studied Quigg with some attention

“Can't slip me that five you borried o year ago,
can you, Quigg?' he asked

“Naw,” sald Quigg, sucking in higlips as he fol-
lowed the pouring of the red stremin with avid eyes;
“I'll pay yon to-morrow.”

“Yes, you will,” remarked the barkeeper, sadly
“What In, tobacco tags?"’

“Would you take postage stomps?' asked Quigg
absently, his attention still on the whiskey.

The other glanced at him quickly, bul made no
reply. He finlshed filling the dask and groped In a
drawer for a cork, which he drove In with his (st

“Bay." grated Quigg, as he selzed the bottle, “can't
You stop it decent? This here cork's worm eaten "

“All T got,’ replied the barkeeper. *It
kmf-p as long as you'll keep the whiskey.”

“That's s0,” grinned Quigg, with sudden good hu-
mor. He stuffed the flask fnto one of the capacious
slde pockets of his overcoat. “It won't last long." e
started for the door, but stopped to ask, “How far is
it to Harrow 7'

“Notd far Mebbe an hour,” answered the bar-
keeper. Quigg nodded and disappeared Into the nlght

After the departure of his customer the barkeeper
gave evidences of a strange aberration For fully
five winutes he stared motionless at the door through
which Quigg bad gone. For five more winufes he
stared at the cefling, his fat face puckered fn lnes of
effont Then he
briskly, stopped to scratch his chin and procecded
with greater energy. Finally he threw down his Tag
with a throaly exelamation and faded Into the
shadows/at the end of the room. Thence might have
been heard presently the cliek of a telephone receiver
and In due time thls cautious monologuo:—

“You betfer see Leahy, d'y’ hear? And If there's
anything in it I'm bhalves, A'y' geo? What? Well,
Quigg’s up to his old game again, 1 sald he's on the
old trafl. Sober all day, first I've secn him In two
years. Post oflice? Ye-ah, No, at Harrow. Harrow.
Ye-ali. Mehbe I am, but 1 ain't piped. Halves, I sald

Sorwe hour or so later VUnlted States Marsbtal Jack
Aberauthy, acting on Information recelved from
Lealy, the post office Inspector of the district, set out
from Oklahomn City for the little town of Harrow

with two of his best deputies “Chris” Winters and
John  Janes AN

ought Lo

mentnl took to serubbing his bar

three men  went heavily  armed

w

“Would You Take Postage Stamps?"
A Asked Quiggs

Abernathy carrvied his favorite equipment, an aulo-
watie shotgun, with shells loaded with buckshot, and
a magazine revolver of large calibre.  That revolver
was the Marshal's tried friend aod true, and bhe uun

ouly a man can who bas hasd to depend
Awmong other notable

had once used It to

derstood it as
upon a weapon thoe aod agaio.
exploits In fts manipulation e
drill a woonshiner, three thues aiming by the tasb of
a gun efighty vards away, in dead darkness

The little force procesded by a reundabout route to
thelr destlnation, arriving soon after the New Year
had been ushered in on a sl wind.,  Harrow Is voe
of those virtuous towns that New Year's
by going to bed an hour carlier than usual.  Therve

celebrate

no bibulous soul abroad o the streets as the
which

wias
Marshal
wus shople enough.

wapped out bils plan of campaign

Cornering the Burglars.

Jones he placed well down the street at one end
Winters at the other. He took up his own positlon
opposite the otice In the sbadow of a
block. There were scudding clouds that obscured the
moon, but from time to thwe he bhad a clear view of
structure that represented the
sacred digolty of the government,

Post brick

the plain, square

[t was about one o'clock when Jones came gliding
back from his post along the dark side of the street
and told Abernathy that he hod seen three Agures
into the from The
was passed to Winters, and the officers took cover

skulking town his end word
In u doorway, keeplug sharp watch

The moon sailed out of retirement presently, and
fn its thin Hgbt they made out the three whom they
had come to welcome. The visitors kept close to-
gether on the bright side of the street and headed
towanrd the post office. Several from that
building they came in frout of one of Harrow's two
small banks. It was an ordinary bank but one story
in height, pladoly built and none too strongly barred
The visitors stopped before {ts door and gathered In
consultation

“By Jloks! they'n» golng to -try the bauk first,”
whispered Winters,

“Parlaying,” suggested Jones.

Abernathy warned them to silence., The burglars
had evidently come to an ggreement aud they pro-
cevided abont thelr work [y a hneinesslike manner. ke

doors

the old hands they were. Iirst they made a circuit
of the bank, satisfying themselves that no watchman
lurked in the background. The officers kept close and
were not digscovered. ‘I'hen one of the visitors stood
on the curb holding something that glittered evilly in
his hand and the other two crouched down agafnst the
door {

For the next ten minutes there was no change In the
disposition of the forces. The gentle grate and clink
of metal showed the progress of sapping at the bank's
onter defences. Then, with a rattle, the door swung
inward and the guard came back from the curb. Ap-
parently the smallest of the three burglars was manag-
ing the affalr. Before permitting the others to enter
he weunt inside and brought out a ¢hair. This he placed
on the sldewalk. From the Inner pockets of his over
coat he drew out several small objects with infinite
tenderness and placed them carefully upon the chalr,
Having accomplished this ceremony, which the watch
ers observed with great respect, he motioned the way
Ithin.

The three burglars were on the dteps of the bavk
ln the act of entering when Abernatby gave his signal
Dashing from their hiding place and spreading out 1o
fan formation, the (hree officers burst from  the
shadows Into the moonlight In the middle of (he street

“Throw up your hands!" roared Aberuathy, levelling
his shotgun,

Tlere wus a tubleau of an instant while the Ggures
on the steps of the bank whirled and three white faces
stared at the apparitions thus ruodely Interrupting
them, Then came swift response.  One of the bhurg-
lars got his gun Into action flrst, and with a crash six
weapons bgan an interchange of civilities 'l‘l.w tlash
of rapld shots cleft the jale moonlight. Shouts and
crackling reports rang over the sl eplng town,

One of the men on the steps emptied an automatlie
revolyver Into the street, whipped out another nna
started to run, firlug as he went Another pitehed
forward on his knees to the *pavement, but rwisted
MMA hronght s weanon into play nealn Ahernathy

With a Crash Six Weapons Bcgén an

SAVED JACK ABERNATHY

intcrchangc of Civilities

ran up to the sidewalk as this other erumpled up and
with bis deputies sent a rattle of shots down the
street after the fugitive, The Marshal's shotgun was
empty, and he had thrown it aside. He had his
magazine revolver out, and he pumped at the runner,
who was Dielback, uutil he brought bl down. As
Dielback fell Abernathy's weapon was empty

Exit Quigg.

At this instant the Marshal In the heat of fighting
had worked up almost to the steps of the bank. Now
he faced about to find, half hidden In the entrance,
a little man, who held him covered with a blg, old
fashioned revolver. The little man was Quigg. It
was one of those seconds that seem In retrospect to
stretched out into aeons Abernathy knew
Quigg—knew he was a erack shot. A tyro could
not have missed at the distance. The blg Marshal
heard the burglar chuckle, raw the gleam of the blue
steel barrel In the cold moonlight and saw the finger
crooked about the trigger—all details took their place
In a plcture at which he scemed to have been gazing
for hours. There was no fear in him. no hope, no
emotion of any kind. He waited, helplessly.

The hammer fell. There was a click. As If potsed
on springs Abernathy leaped at Winters, who bad
not seen clearly what was passing, snatched the
plstol from h!m and, turning it on Quigg, pumped
a stream of lead Into him as the burglar levelled
agaln.  Quigg screamed and jumped from the door-
way. The Marshal met bim, closed with him and,
grasplng the burglar's weapon, strove to win It

Quigg's strength was great. Now It was that of a
fiend. The two spun and wrestled in a terrific strug-
gle, Quigg striving o bring his gun Into play, Aber-
nathy bending all his power upon the wrist. And
then, suddenly, the thing was over. The Marshai felt
bis opponent go llmp in his grasp and collapse. Aber-
nathy caught bim and lowered bim to the ground,
But Quigg had dled on his feet, while still fighting

The Marshal took account at a glance. Jones was
dowe, badly hurt. Winters was wounded. Quigg
was dead. Dlelback, up the street, lay groaning in
pain. At the foot of the steps was Carpenter. Aber-
nathy bent over him,

“Where'd you get it?”

The wounded wan pressed a hand to his breast.
‘I'm through,” he sald quietly

“DId you know me?"’

“Sure,'" answered Carpenter.
minute you sung out.”

“Why didu't you throw up your hands?”

“Well, we saw it was three to three and we figured
we had as good a chance as You. Say,” he added,
weakly, “you better look out for that chair there,
Lucky some one didn't kick It over,”

When Abernathy examined the chair, which bad
uot been disturbed in the confllct, he found upou it
the packages Quigg had placed there, e-ough nltro-
slycerine to have blotted the town of Harrow off the
map.

Carpenter died of his wounds four hours later, after
haviog given all the detalls of the burglars' move-
ments to the Marsbal, It bad been thelr purpose to
rob the Post Office after cleaning out the baunk. Diel-
back was pleked up o a serlous condltion, but later
vecovered. He Is now serving his time In prison

Abernathy is not a man who wastes wuch tiwe in
fumbling around what might have been. But he had
a wu;ldvr:\blc curlosity conceruning the fallure of
Qulzg’s plswol, to which he owed his life. The re-
volver, he found, had been carrled in the little man's
right band overcont pocket. In this pocket was an
cupty whiskey flask, stopped with a crumbly, worm-
caten cork.

When Abernathy came to examipe the weapon
closely the mystery was cleared. In beside the plun-
ger of the mechanism was a tny plece of the cork It
was wedged firmly In such a manner as to Interfere
effectively with the discharge of the revolver. When
Quigs pressed the trigger the plunger was crowded
by this inconsiderable obstacle and fell with dimin-
Ished force upon the cartridge. The blow was enough
to dent the cartridge cap, but Just fafled of suflicient
force to explode the fulminate.

As to the Rum Habit.

And so it Is that the United States Marshal of
Oklubomn has nothing to say against the ruwm babit.
He belloves It is all very well, like many other Il
matters, ot tlmes aud occaslons. LFor if Qulgz had
not fosisted upon buying the whiskey he would not
have had the flusk In his pocket, and If be had npot
had the Uask there would have been no cork, and if
there bad Leen no cork there-would now be no Juck
Abernathy

‘I have had bullets come so close to my head that
I could feel the wind of them,” he says, “and 1 have
had thew do all sorts of funny tricks that were al-
most home runs agalust my =(de. But I was never so
close Lo passlug out as I was the tlme I saw that guo
agalnst my heart and heard the trigger click.

“That lttle piece of whiskey bottle cork was the
ouly thing that Kept we where 1 can enjoy threej
saquare meals ench dn

have

“We knew you the
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